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as he walked. Archibald's eyes, accustomeH to the
darkness, noted that he wore a gorgeous uniform, and
that beside him trailed a sword. It was a blood-
thirsty-looking uniform, suitable enough for a large-
sized brigand, but on a person of the size and shape
of Lochinvar M'Whizzle as incongruous as war-paint
on a boiled egg. Its effect it had on the temperament
of the wearer was remarkable. His bearing was war-
like. His voice had grown ferocious.
"What is that you've got on the end of that
string?" he demanded, peering into the gloom.
"A camel, sir, so my information leads me to be-
lieve," replied Archibald, non-committally, then added:
" That is, I mean, sir, that is the lesson I learn from
its photographs."
"Ha! A camel," muttered M'Whizzle, drawing
closer. " One hump only, I observe," he added in a
'discontented tone. " I hoped you might have got a
two-humper. They are so much more comfortable
for riding on. However, I suppose you did the best
you could. Where did you purchase this one?"
Archibald coughed and hesitated.
" He was browsing peacefully when I spotted him,
mister," he explained, uneasily.
"A stray," muttered M'Whizzle, He took his
place next to Archibald. " Camels do stray," he went
on, "and most of the wild camels, so my encyclo-
paedia informs me, are tame ones that have strayed.
There must be some Arab encampment in the vicinity.
Funny thing I have not been informed about it Now,
quick march, good Podd. We must wend our way
homewards."